FLIGHT     TO     THE     SEA
% knocked a rough coffin together from bits of wood. At the
close of the day they carried Pantaleimon Prokoffievich out
and buried him in the alien, Stavropol earth. And an hour
later, as lights were already being lighted in the village,
^Gregor drove out of Belaya Glina in the direction of
Novopokrov.
In Koronovsky village he felt unwell. Prokhor spent half
a day looking for a doctor, and at last succeeded in finding
some half-drunk military surgeon and, after some difficulty,
persuading him to come to the hut. Without removing his
greatcoat the doctor examined Gregor, felt his pulse, and
confidently declared :
" Relapsing typhus, I advise you, captain, to cut short
your journey, otherwise you'll die on the road."
" To wait for the Reds ? " Gregor smiled wryly.
" Well, we must assume that the Reds are still some
distance off."
" But they'll be near."
" I don't doubt that. But it would be better for you to
remain. I would choose that as the lesser of the two evils/*
'* No, I'll go on somehow," Gregor said resolutely, and
put on his tunic. " You'll give me some medicine, won't
you ? "
" Go on if you like ; it's your affair. I was bound to give
you my advice, but after that you can do as you please.
As for medicine, the best of all would be rest and attention.
I could give you a prescription, but the chemist has
evacuated, and I've got nothing but chloroform, iodine and
* spirit."
" Well, give me some spirit, then !J*
" With pleasure. You'll die on the road in any case, so
the spirit won't make any difference. Send your orderly
with me, and I'll let you have a thousand grammes ; I'm
good-natured. ..." The doctor saluted, and went out with
an uncertain stride.
Prokhor brought the spirit, got hold of a pair-horsed
wagonette from somewhere or other, harnessed up the
horses, and reported with gloomv irony as he entered the
room:
" The carriage waits, youi Excellency ! "
And once more the oppressive, dreary days dragged on
from one to another.